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which hundreds of officers and men, bits and pieces
from the various units of the B.E.F., found them-
selves entrained on their debarkation in England.
The Major and the subaltern came from different
regiments. A Gunner Captain and a Captain in the
Tanks completed the little group on the lawn. Except
for the latter, all displayed very stained and worn
battle-dress, having lost all other kit. The Tank
Captain had lost his, too. But his home was not
far from the barracks, which enabled him to send
over for a fresh outfit. Resplendent in the luxury of
new tunic and slacks he presented a dapper contrast
to the other three scarecrows. The dilapidation of
the Major was increased by a pair of carpet slippers,
two sizes too big for him. But he regarded that as
a blessing. The sores on his feet, a legacy of the
final stages of the Retreat, were giving him hell.
When he arrived at the depot the afternoon before,
it had taken him nearly half an hour to peel his socks
ofi, and even then he lost two or three inches of skin.
The thought of a pair of boots rendered him positively
sick.

" One of these days, I suppose, all will become
dear as King's Regs.," he said, still contemplating the
blazing sunset. " But at the present moment it beats
me how the Germans come to be in Dunkirk, while
we're back in England without the change of a shirt
until we buy one."

" Simple," said the subaltern emphatically. " Too
many assistants. That was our trouble. We'd have
done better on our own. At least, we'd have known
where we stood. And that's what we never did know1
over there. More than half the time we weren't
fighting at all. Just going back. If we weren't going
back because of the French we were going back because
of the Belgians. That's how it went on. Allies! . . .
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